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Birth and marriage 
of Rama 


Te. ong long ago, on the banks of 
the river Sarayu stood the beautiful 
city of Ayodhya. The waves of the 
river lapped against the banks and 
played with the reflections of gardens, 
groves, palaces and corn-fields mir- 
rored in the water. King Dasaratha 
tuled over the land. He had three 
queens, Kausalya, Sumitra and Kai- 
keyi—but it was Kaikeyi, the young- 
est, who was the King’s favourite. 

In spite of all his wealth and 
popularity, Dasaratha was very un- 
happy for he had no children. Then 


one day the sage Vasishtha 
said to him, “If you perform 
the Putrakameshti Yajna, O 
King, your wish will be 
granted.” Dasaratha did as he 
had been advised and in time 
the three queens bore sons. 
On the ninth of Chaitra, 
Queen Kausalya gave birth 
to Rama. Soon afterwards, 
Kaikeyi gave birth to Bharata 
and last of all, the twins 
Lakshmana and Shatrughna 
were born to Sumitra. There 
“was great rejoicing in Ayodhya 
and Dasaratha gave away 
food, clothes and money to 
the poor. 

As they grew up, the four 
princes played happily together 
in the gardens and palaces. 
They loved one another and 
looked up to Rama as their 
leader. Rama and Lakshmana 
were inseparable and so were 
Bharata and Shatrughna: Of 
the four princes, the King was 
fondest of Rama. 

When the princes were 
older, they were taught the scri- 
ptures and the art of warfare. 
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- They were about sixteen years old when one day the 
sage Viswamitra came to Dasaratha’s court. Viswamitra 
had once been a powerful king, but he had renounced his’ 
kingdom to lead the life of a Sage. 

Dasaratha welcomed him warmly. “I am honoured by 
your visit, O great Sage. What can I do for you? I shall 
be proud and happy to fulfil your slightest wish.” | 

Viswamitra said, “It may not be easy for you to give 
what I have come to ask.” 

Dasaratha replied with pride, 
fail to fulfil your wish. You have o 
wish will be carried out.” 


Viswamitra smiled and said, “Give me your son Rama. 


I need his help to destroy the rakshasas who torment me 


and defile my preparations for a religious rite I have vowed 
to perform.” 


“Dasaratha will never 
nly to speak and your 
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Dasaratha was filled with dismay. “Rama? But Rama 
is not even sixteen! How can he fight those fearsome 
rakshasas? Let me go instead or let me send my army. 
Ask for anything- except my Rama, O Sage.” 

Viswamitra. was furious. “So you refuse to give me 
what I want, after all your promises! I have not asked 
for anything impossible. Had I not chosen the religious 
life, I could have killed the rakshasas myself!” 

Fearing trouble, Vasishtha said to Dasaratha, “You 
must keep your word, O King, as befits a descendant of 
Raghu. Have no fear. Rama will be safe with Viswamitra 
and he will learn a great deal from him.” 

Dasaratha was not happy but he could not refuse 
Viswamitra any longer. “Let Lakshmana also go,” he said. 

The two princes took leave of their parents and set off 
with Viswamitra. Soon they came to a wild and terrifying 


land full of dark, sinister shadows. . 
“This is where the rakshasi Tatak 
sage. “She has killed every living cre 
and attacks all travellers. She has no 
her Rama and make the country: 


As they were talking, Tataka appeared and rushed at 
them with a fearful roar. 


Rama and Lakshmana fought 
and killed her. Viswamitra was very pleased. He gave 
them special weapons and taught them how to use them. 
Ultimately they reached Siddhashrama, the hermitage of 
Viswamitra. 


The sage asked the princes to kee 
ceremonies. At first all went well 


a lives,” said the 
ature around here 
right to live. Slay 
side safe for people.” 


P watch and began his 
but on the sixth day 
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the rakshasas came, led by Subahu and Maricha. Rama 
turned to face them without a sign of fear. He raised his 
bow and shot at Maricha. The arrow flew straight to its 
mark and with such force that Maricha was carried a long 
distance away. Rama then fitted another arrow to his 
bow and shot Subahu dead. The other monsters raised 
a fearful cry and fled for their lives! 

Viswamitra was able to finish his rites in peace. His 
mission being accomplished Rama asked the rishi, “Tell 
us your Holiness, is there anything else we can do for 
you?” 

The sage replied, “I am pleased with both 
of you. I want you to go with me to the 
court of Janaka, King of Videha. He is about 
to perform a magnificent religious ceremony. 
I am going with my disciples. Come along and 
see the Haradhanu, 4 
Janaka’s wonderful 
bow!” 

So they went to 
Videha. Janaka wel- 
comed his guests. 
“Who are these hand- 
some young men 
Maharishi?” he asked. 

“They are Rama 
and Lakshmana, sons 
of Dasaratha, King of 4 
Ayodhya. I have 
brought them to see | 
your wonderful bow, wy 


the Haradhanu.” | 

King Janaka ordered his 
attendants to bring the Hara- 
dhanu to show to the young 
princes. 

The bow was ina huge iron 
box on an eight-wheeled cart 
which was pushed in by a 
strong man, © | 

“I have 'promised,” said | 
~ Janaka to Viswamitra, “to | 

6 give my daughter Sita in | 

marriage to theman who can 
(G) bend and sri this bow. 
© Many famous Princes have 
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tried, but in vain. Would either of your young com- 
panions like to try?” 

Viswamitra looked at Rama. “Come, my son, ESE a 
look at the Haradhanu.” 

Rama came forward and opened the box. “Shall I lift 
it and string it?” he asked. 

“Yes,” said the sage, “if you can.” 

Rama lifted the bow with ease. He bent it and pulled 
the string on with such force that with a clang the bow 
snapped in two! Everyone looked at Rama with amaze- 
ment and wonder. 

Janaka was overwhelmed with joy. At last he had 
found a worthy match for Sita! There was great jubila- 
tion in the city. Messengers were sent to Dasaratha with 
the good news asking him for his blessings and requesting 
him to come to Videha for the wedding of Rama and Sita. 

Dasaratha came immediately, accompanied by Bharata 
and Shatrughna and his retinue. There was great 
rejoicing. Brides were found for all the four princes. Sita 
was given in marriage to Rama, Janaka’s second daughter 
Urmila to Lakshmana, Janaka’s brother Kushadhwaja’s 
daughters Mandavi and Shrutakirti to Bharata and 
Shatrughna. 

Janaka gave Sita his blessings saying, “May you always 
be the shadow of Rama.” Then the marriage party return- 
ed to Ayodhya where a great welcome awaited them. 

The years passed and the princes grew up to be strong 
and dutiful. Dasaratha was now old and had transferred 
many of his royal duties to Rama. The people of Ayodhya 
loved Rama, and so did everyone at the court. To Dasa- 
ratha, Rama was dearer than his own life. 


. Bharata, accompanied by Shatrughna, had gone to 
visit his grandfather, the King of Kaikeya. Meanwhile 
Dasaratha decided to hold a grand ceremony to proclaim 
Rama as the Crown Prince. 

Dasaratha summoned his ministers, his vassals and 
members of other royal families. 

In a grave voice he addressed them, “All these years I 
have ruled and protected you. I am now old and weak 
and need rest, but my son Rama is worthy to succeed me. 
I would like him to be the Crown Prince and to take up 
my duties if you are agreeable. Tell me what I should do. 
I shall abide by whatever you decide.” 

A thunderous roar of approval greeted King Dasa- 
ratha’s words. Then the King said, “A good deed should 
not be delayed, my people. Let us have the ceremony 
tomorrow morning.” 

The news spread fast and the city went mad with joy. 
People thronged the streets 


t discussing the happy event. 
Decorations were put up and 


preparations made for the 
morrow. 


Manthara and Kaikeyi 


SVE anthara, the hunchback, Queen Kaikeyi’s childhood 
nurse, looked down from the palace terrace and saw the gay 
decorations in the streets. Flags and festoons were being 
hung up and lotus petals scattered on the roads. What 
was the cause for rejoicing, she wondered and asked Queen 
Kausalya’s maid. 

“Don’t you know that our beloved Rama will be pro- 
claimed Crown Prince tomorrow morning?” said the maid. 

Choking with rage, Manthara rushed to Kaikeyi who 
was resting. 

“Get up you foolish woman!” screamed Manthara. 
“Can’t you see the danger threatening you! Rama will 
be proclaimed Crown Prince tomorrow!” 

Kaikeyi was delighted at the news. She took off a 
necklace and giving it to Manthara said, “Oh Manthara, 
you have brought such wonderful news ! Rama will make 
a fine king. I am very happy!” 

This made Manthara more angry. She flung the necklace 
away. “Are you so stupid! Don’t you realise that when 
Rama becomes King, Bharata will be his servant and 
Kaikeyi, Kausalya’s handmaid,” she cried. 

“What nonsense!” exclaimed Kaikeyi. “Rama loves 
me as much as his own mother, and he is devoted to all his 
brothers. Why, after Rama, Bharata will be King.” 


Manthara laughed scornfully. “Stupid woman! Rama’s 
son will be King after him, not Bharata. Bharata will be 
Rama’s slave and will probably die in exile. If that’s what 
“you want, I have nothing more to say!” 

These words shocked Kaikeyi. Manthara kept on till 
Kaikeyi cried out, “What shall I do to save my Bharata?” 

Manthara quickly replied, “Rémember the two boons 


the King promised when you saved his life on the battle- 
field. Ask for them now.” “i 


“What should I ask? What should I say?” Kaikeyi 
asked helplessly. 

“First demand that Bharata be named Crown. ?rince 
instead of Rama and then that Rama be banished to the 
forest for fourteen years. By the time Rama returns, the 
people will have forgotten him.” 

Kaikeyi agreed. 

That evening when he had finished his royal duties the 
King went to the queens’ apartments to give Kaikeyi the 
good news. He was sure she would be pleased for she was 
fond of Rama. But when he entered her room he found 
Kaikeyi lying on the floor, her hair in disarray, her orna- 
ments scattered around her—the picture of despair. 

“What's the matter?” asked the King. “Are you ill? 
Shall I send for the court physician?” : 

Kaikeyi did not reply.and Dasaratha became anxious. 
He pleaded with her to tell him what was wrong. 

At last Kaikeyi spoke. “I am not ill,” she paid: “Just 
promise to grant me what I ask.” 

“I swear by Rama I shall grant you whatever you ask,” 
Dasaratha promised. 

“Grant me the two boons you promised me on the 
battlefield, or I swear I shall kill myself.” 

Dasaratha smiled. “Ask for whatever you wish. Dasa- 
ratha never goes back on his word.” ’ 

“Make Bharata Crown -Prince,” said Kaikeyi. Then 
after a pause she added, “And banish Rama to the forest 
for fourteen years to live like a hermit.” 

Dasaratha was stunned. He could not believe his ears. 
“Banish Rama! Banish my beloved son who is adored by 
my people! Do you know what you are asking! How can 
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I banish him without reason! Ask some other boon, O 
wicked woman!” Í 
But Kaikeyi would not listen. Rama had to go, nothing 


else would satisfy her. Dasaratha argued, pleaded and 
threatened in turn, all through the night, but in vain. So 
the night passed and the fateful morning dawned. 


Exile of Rama 


de next morning the rajaguru Vasishtha ‘began 


making preparations for the ceremony. People thronged 


the streets, excited and eager to see their beloved Rama 
proclaimed Crown Prince. 


The auspicious moment was 
approaching fast, but where was the King? 


Vasishtha grew anxious a 
Sumantra, “Go quickly to the 
the King everything is ready and 

Sumantra hastened to Queen 
to his horror, he found Dasarat 
very ill. “What is the matter?” S 
The King was so grief-stricken t 

Kaikeyi replied instead, “He was so excited about to- 
day’s ceremony that he could not sleep.” She added, “Send 
Rama here immediately.” 


“I await the King’s orders,” said Sumantra, 

“Yes,” said the King feebly. “Bring Rama to me.” 

Rather puzzled and worried Sumantra set off for Rama’s 
palace. In front of the palace was a crowd of gaily dressed, 
happy people. Lakshmana Stood at the door. , Sumantra 
te Rama sat with Sita, 
ny. 
Prince,” 


nd said to the minister 
royal apartments and tell 
we await him.” 

Kaikeyi’s rooms. There, 
ha lying in bed, looking 
umantra asked anxiously. 
hat he could not answer. 


went to the inner apartments whe 
waiting to be called for the ceremo. 
“The King expects you, my 


said Sumantra. 
16 5 


A little surprised, Rama called Lakshmana and left for 
the palace. When the people saw him in his ceremonial robes, 
they shouted with joy and happiness. They thought he was 
on his way to the ceremony. They blessed him and wished 
him well and the women showered flowers on him from 
their balconies. 

The princes entered Kaikeyi’s palace and stood before 
their father. They were amazed at his appearance. What 
could have happened overnight to change him so! He 
looked haggard, weary and miserable. Rama bowed first 
to the King and then to Kaikeyi. 

“Rama!” cried Dasaratha, in a voice choked with grief. 

Rama was suddenly filled with foreboding. “Speak, 
Father,” he said. “Have I done any wrong?” 

But Dasaratha could not speak. Rama turned to 
Kaikeyi, “Have I done any wrong?” he entreated, “Why 
doesn’t he speak? Is he so ill? Or have you said harsh 
words and upset him?” 

“No,” answered Kaikeyi. “He is neither ill nor angry 
with you. But he is afraid to tell you what he has in mind, 
for it might displease you.” 

“What is it? Tell me, I beg of you,” implored Rama. 

The queen said, “He had once promised me two boons 
but when I asked for them today, he behaved in a manner 
unworthy of a king. A king should keep his word. He is 
now speechless with grief and anger, but if you give your 
word that you will keep the promises he made, I will tell 
you what he expects you to do.” 

“I would enter fire if the King asked me to,” Rama 
replied. “Only tell me what he wants and I'll do it. I never 
break my word.” 
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Kaikeyi replied, “It is my wish that Bharata be pro- 
claimed Crown Prince and that you be banished to the 


A (A forest for fourteen years to live like a hermit. That is why 
the King is grief-stricken and cannot speak.” 

Rama showed no sign of emotion. 

He spoke calmly. “So be it. Let Bharata 

be crowned and I shall leave for the forest 


. 2 this very day.” ; 
S Kaikeyi was overjoyed. “Yes, yes,” 
she said. “Let's not delay matters. Your 


father will neither bathe nor eat till you 
have left.” 
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“Shame on you!” cried Dasaratha and fell down in a 
dead faint. : 

After making sure that his father was being looked 
after, Rama turned to Kaikeyi. “As soon as I have taken 
leave of my mother and Sita, I shall leave,” he said. He 
left the palace, followed by Lakshmana, who was shaking 
with anger. 

Avoiding the crowd, they went to 
Kausalya’s apartments. From afar they 
saw the preparations for the ceremony 
and the people rejoicing. No one 
who saw Rama pass by could have 
guessed what had happened. 


Kausalya was saying her prayers when the princes 
arrived. She rose joyfully to bless them, but when Laksh- 
mana told her what had happened, she fell down un- 
conscious. 

At this Lakshmana, who was already angry, turned to 
Rama and said, “No one knows anything yet, my Lord. 
Seize the crown now. I'll fight anyone who opposes you.” 

But Rama would not hear of it, “No, my brother,” he 
said. “It is our duty to fulfil our father’s promise.” 

Kausalya had recovered by now. “You are right, my 
son,” she said. “But I shall go with you. How can I live 
here with Kaikeyi insulting me day and night.” 

” Rama said, “For the King’s sake you must stay and 
bear everything. He will need you. Fourteen years will 
soon pass and I shall return.” 

Kausalya agreed unhappily and blessed him, “ 
son and God be with you. I shall live only for your 

From there the princes went to Sita’s apartme 
was waiting to see Rama in all his splendour. 
saw that he was without the royal insignia and 
was sad and grave she crie 
happened, my Lord? Why do yo 

Rama said, “My father ha 
Kaikeyi that Bharata will be 
away to the forest for fourteen years to lead a hermit’s 
life. I have come to take leave of you, Sita. While I am 
away, you must do nothing to displease Bharata. Remember 
he is King.” 


Go, my 
return.” 
nts. She 
When she 
that his face 
d anxiously, “What has 
u look so unhappy?” 
s given his word to Queen 
Crown Prince and I will go 


Sita cried out in grief and anger, “No, no, I couldn’t 
bear it. I shan’t let you go alone. 


lll go with you.” 
Rama smiled sadly, “You have no idea of the hardships 
20 


NGA 


of life in the forest, my beloved wife. For days you will 
have to go without food or sleep. Your feet will bleed from 
thorns and brambles. And there’ll be nothing to sleep on 
but the hard ground. How can I take you to such a life, 
Sita?” Ris 

But Sita was not to be disuaded. “With you by my 
side, thorns would feel like flowers. I can’t bear to have 
you out of my sight for a single day, how could I live with- 
out you for fourteen years?” She sobbed, “Let me go with 
you, my Lord.” 

At last Rama agreed. 

Lakshmana also insisted, “I too shall go, my Lord, to 
serve you and watch over you. Do not forbid me.” 

Rama tried to make him change his mind but in vain. 
So the three of them went to take leave of the King before 
setting off for the forest. 

They found Dasaratha with his queens and ministers. 
The ministers were shocked and indignant at what had 
happened. They pleaded with Kaikeyi, “What you are 
doing is wrong, O Queen. Rama has done no wrong. How 
can the King banish him?” But Kaikeyi refused to listen 
to them. They argued with her, “By the law of Raghu, 
only the eldest son can succeed his father, unless he is 
unfit.” i 

But Queen Kaikeyi turned a deaf ear to all their argu- 
ments. — : 

In despair Dasaratha turned to Rama. “I am bound by 
my promise, my son, but you are not. Imprison me and 
seize the crown. You are the rightful heir.” 

Rama replied sadly, “You are too upset to know what 
you are asking me to do, Father. Give us your blessings 


21 


and permit us to leave.” 

But Dasaratha pleaded piteously, “Stay one day longer, 
my beloved children.” ; 

“No, Father,” Rama replied, “let’s not prolong the 
pain of parting. Permit us to leave at once.” 

Kaikeyi immediately sent for garments made from the 
bark of trees, such as were worn by hermits, and handed 
them to Rama, Lakshmana and Sita. 

But Vasishtha protested. 
mit’s clothes? She will we 
in place of Rama,” he said. 


“Why should Sita wear a her- 
ar the royal jewels and rule 


dom will be there.” 
Dasaratha could control hi 


sarai s anger no longer. He turned 
to Kaikeyi, “Woman you g 


away was waiting. They left, accompanied by the minister 
Sumantra. 


By now the news had spread to the people of Ayodhya. 
t Rama and Sita 80 away and ran 
en and women, ‘old and 


r miles with bleedin feet 
and tears flowing down their cheeks. ; 
r take us with you.” 
Ran rioteer, “Faster, faster,” he 
cried, “so that they are unable to keep up with us and will 
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have to return home.” 

Some went back, others followed the chariot till night- 
fall. A few, it is said, waited by the roadside till Rama 
returned to Ayodhya fourteen years later. 

In the evening the exiles reached Shringaverapur, on 
the banks of the Ganga. Guha, a tribal chief, who loved 
Rama, lived here. He welcomed them and invited them to 
spend the night. Early next morning Rama sent Sumantra 
back. Sumantra was reluctant to leave, but Rama said, 
“Go back and comfort my father. And tell the people that 
we have really gone or they will keep waiting for us.” 

Sumantra waited until the princes and Sita had safely 
crossed the river in Guha’s boat. Then he sorrowfully 
returned to Ayodhya—a city from which all happiness 
had fled. 

Sumantra went straight to the King. Dasaratha was 
lying miserable and broken-hearted in Kausalya’s apart- 
ments. He raised his head as soon as he saw Sumantra and 
asked eagerly, “Where are they now? Where did they 
sleep? What did they eat, O Sumantra?” 

Sumantra told him everything and comforted him as 
best as he could. But nothing could ease the pain in Dasa- 
ratha’s heart. He was filled with such unhappiness that he 
no longer had any desire to live. Six days after Rama left, 
Dasaratha died. 

The next morning the court preceptor Vasishtha called 
the ministers and advised them to send for Bharata imme- 
diately. An empty throne could lead to trouble, he said. 
A messenger was sent at once to bring back Bharata. He was 
instructed not to tell Bharata of Rama’s banishment or 
Dasaratha’s death. 
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Bharata returns to Ayodhya 


R, s Bharata’s chariot drew near Ayodhya, he had a feel- 
ing that something was wrong. “Ayodhya looks different,” 
he said. “Where is the gaiety and laughter? Where are 
the happy people? Where is the music that could be 
heard from afar? Even the trees look gloomy.” 

On reaching the palace Bharata first went to his father’s 
apartment. Seeing no sign of Dasaratha there he went to 


Queen Kaikeyi’s palace. His mother jumped up and em- 
braced him. 


Bharata asked impatiently, 
first pay my respects to him.” 

“Your father has gone where every living creature must 
go one day,” Kaikeyi answered. 

Bharata gave a cry of horror a 
him, “It is unbecoming of a 
son.” 

But Bharata, could not be consoled. 
was preparing for the coronation of R 
and full of joy. And to find this! What 
he die? Did he not leave any message for me?” 

“No,” replied Kaikeyi harshly. “His last words were 
“Oh Rama, Oh Lakshmana, Oh Sita! He banished them, 


you see.” Then she told Bharata how she had asked for two 


boons, how Rama had been banished and Sita and Laksh- 
24 


“Where is my father? I must 


nd grief. Kaikeyi chided 
prince to grieve like this, my 


“T thought the King 
ama. I came quickly 
happened? How did 


mana had gone with him, and how the King had died of 
grief. In the'end she said, “I did all this for your sake, my 
son. The kingdom belongs to you now. You will wear the 
crown.” 

Bharata cried in anguish, “Oh wicked woman, do you 
realise what you have done? Of what use is the crown to 
me, without a father and a brother who was like a father 
to me? Don’t you know the Ikshawaku tradition that 
only the eldest son can succeed his father?” 

Beside himself with grief he scolded her. “I was always 
proud of my devotion to Dharma. You have destroyed 
all my pride. How could you do this to me? But I shall 
never do what you wish. I shall bring back Rama and 
serve him.” 

Bharata left his mother and went to find Kausalya. She 
had heard of his return and, accompanied by Sumitra, was 
on her way to meet him. When they met, Bharata fell at her 
feet. She raised him and embraced him. Then she said, 
“Son, the kingdom you wanted is now yours. Kaikeyi has 
secured it for you in a cruel way. Enjoy it, but send me to 
my son, Rama.” 

Stung to the quick, Bharata cried, “Oh, Mother, believe 
me, I knew nothing of these wicked plans. You know how 
I love Rama. How could I ever do anything to hurt him!” 

Kausalya believed him. She again begged him to send 
her to Rama. 

“Rest assured,” said Bharata, “I'll bring Rama back to 
you myself.” 

Bharata and Shatrughna were discussing the plans of 
their search for Rama, when Manthara appeared at the 
door, dressed in beautiful silks and glittering with jewels 
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which Kaikeyi had rewarded her with. The door-keeper 
had told Shatrughna that Manthara was at the root of the 
tragedy that had befallen Ayodhya. Shatrughna turned and, 
grasping Manthara by her hair, dragged her round the 
room, despite all Kaikevi’s protests. He would have killed 
her had Bharata not intervened. 

The next day Bharata attended the court, summoned by 
Vasishtha. The preceptor said, “Now that your father has 


gone to heaven and your brother has left, it is only right 
that you should wear the crown. Let us choose the day 
for your coronation.” 

Bharata rose. With great dignity, 
but in a voice full of emotion, he 
said, “How can you ask me to commit 
such a sin? This kingdom belongs to 
Rama.” Everyone clapped with joy. 
“I am going to bring back my elder 
brother. If I fail, I too shall live with 
them in the forest,’ Bharata pro- 
mised. 

He then ordered Sumantra to keep 
the army ready and asked the court to 
go with him in search 
of Rama. 


At Chitrakoot 


ENG fter crossing the Ganga, Rama, Sita and 

Lakshmana walked along the river bank until th 
the hermitage of the sage Bharadwaj, where the Yamuna met 
the Ganga. Bharadwaj welcomed them and asked them to 
spend their days of exile in his hermitage. Rama replied, 
“You are very kind, but once my people know I am so 
near, they will follow me. Do you know of any other place 
which is lonely and remote where Sita will be happy?” 


ey reached ` 


Bharadwaj told them of the beautiful hil 
of Chitrakoot, where flowers grew in abund- 
ance, trees were laden with fruit and 
streams murmured sweetly as they flowed 
past. So Rama, Lakshmana and Sita went 
to Chitrakoot and they liked the place so 
much that Lakshmana built a hut for Rama 
and Sita and they settled down happily. 

One day as they sat talking, 
they saw the forest animals run- 
ning about in confusion. Laksh- 
mana climbed a tall tree and 
looked round. Towards the north, 
near the foot of the hill, he saw 
a big army with chariots, horses 
and elephants. ` 

“An army is ap- 
proaching,”’ Lakshmana 
shouted. “Put out the 
fire, take Sita to a safe 
place and be ready with 
your bow and arrow.” 

Rama asked anx- 
iously, “Can you see 
whose army it is?” 

Lakshmana looked 
Carefully and cried, “It 
is Bharata. Now that he 
has the kingdom he 
has come to kill us so 
that he can reign in 


peace!” He added in rising anger, “I shall kill him. You 
shall have your kingdom back.” 

Rama spoke calmly, “If it is Bharaia, there is no need 
to have my bow and arrow ready. I’m sure he has come to 
take us back. Besides, I do not want to fight my brother. 
No kingdom is worth my brother’s blood.” 

So they waited for Bharata. 

Bharadwaj had told Bharata 
where to find Rama. On reaching 
Chitrakoot, he told his soldiers 
to camp at the foot of the hill. 
He then walked up the hill to look 


for Rama. The beauty of the Chitrakoot forest enchanted 
him. Then his eyes fell on Rama, Sita and Lakshmana. He 
ran forward and fell at Rama’s feet. “My Lord!” was all 
he could utter. Then Shatrughna came and fell at Rama’s 
feet. Rama’s eyes filled with tears. He raised them and 
embraced them. 

In a broken voice Bharata said, “I bring sad news, my 
Lord. Father died of grief six days after you left.” Hearing 
this, Rama was overcome with grief. Bharata spent the day 
with his brothers and they comforted one another. 

The next day, in the presence of 
all the ministers, Bharata said, “Come 
back to Ayodhya and your sorrowing 


subjects, my brother. Wear the crown which is rightfully- 


ours.” A 

i Rama answered, “No, Bharata. Before his death Father 

banished me for fourteen years and gave the crown to you. 

Go and rule in peace. We must fulfil our father’s wish.” 
Bharata said sorrowfully, “This is all my mother’s 

doing. Such a wrong cannot continue. Return with us now.” 
But Rama was firm. He said, “The moon may lose its 

beauty, the Himalayas their snow; the sea may cross its 


boundaries, but I shall never break my word to the King.. 


Go back Bharata, and with Shatrughna’s help, take care of 
the kingdom.” 

Bharata was very unhappy. “Then give me some token 
by which I can rule in your name to the best of my ability.” 
Rama was pleased and gave him his wooden sandals. 
Bharata placed them on his head with great reverence and 
said, “I shall put these on your throne and rule in your 
name. But if you don’t return after fourteen years, I shall 
enter fire and die.” 

Saying this he went away sorrowfully. He returned to 
Ayodhya and placed Rama’s sandals on the throne and 
ruled wisely in Rama’s name for fourteen years. During 
this time he did not live in Ayodhya, but in Nandigram. 


And like Rama and Lakshmana, Bharata lived the life of 
a hermit. d 


Rama at Panchavati 


\ 


Pere Bharata had gone, Rama could not bear to 
live in Chitrakoot any more. So with Sita and Lakshmana 
he went to the Dandaka forest. The woods were full of 
rakshasas who harassed the hermits living there. 

The hermits were happy to see Rama and welcomed 
him saying, “God has sent you here, O mighty Prince, to 
protect us from the wicked monsters who kill our cattle 
and defile our holy places.” $ 

For ten years they lived in this forest and travelled 
from hermitage to hermitage; till the Dandaka forest was 
free from the rakshasas and the hermits could meditate in 
peace. 

At last they reached the hermitage of the great sage 
Agastya. He blessed them and advised them to spend the 
remaining years of their exile in the Panchavati forest on 
the bank of the beautiful river Godavari. 

“So they went to lovely Panchavati, where peacocks 
danced and animals roamed in peace. Many flowers and 
fruit trees grew here. They settled down and were happy. 

One day Surpanakha, the sister of Ravana, the rak- 
Shasa King of the island of Lanka, came to the forest 
and saw the two handsome princes. She did not know who 
they were and wondered how they had dared to come to 
the rakshasas’ forest. She fell in love with both of them. 
She first asked Rama to marry her. When he gently refused, 


she proposed to Lakshmana. The princes pulled her leg.. 
“How can I marry you?” Rama asked. “Look, my wife is 
here.” And Lakshmana said, “I am only Rama’s servant 
and my wife will be the servant of a servant!” 

Surpanakha did not realise that the 
cried, “I'll eat up your wife, Rama, 
me!” And she rushed towards Sita. 

Rama held her back. “We shouldn't joke with such a 
dangerous person,” he said. But Lakshmana was really 
furious and in his rage he cut off Surpanakha’ 
ears. 

Shrieking with pain and anger Surpanakha rushed to 
her brothers Khar and Dushan, demanding revenge. 
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y were joking and 
then you can marry 


s nose and 


4 Rama knew that they 
‘Sante would come to kill him and 
“he was ready to meet them. 
He had sent Sita away to a 
safe place with Lakshmana. 
Lakshmana had wanted to 
stay behind and fight. “You 
take your wife away, my 
Lord,” he had said, “and let 
me meet the monsters.” But 


Rama would not hear of it. 3 

Soon Khar, Dushan and hundreds of rakshasas arrived 
yelling, howling and raising a cloud of dust. But they were 
no match for Rama. He slew them all. Surpanakha, watch- 
ing from a distance, was amazed at Rama’s fearlessness. 
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She ran through the forest screamin, 
and fled to Lanka to tell her elder b 
massacre. : 

Ravana was furious when he 
do you mean?” he roared. “One 
of them? How can that be!” 

“They are not ordinary men,” said Surpanakha. 
“They are strong and brave, but poor, clothed in the barks 
of trees and living in a hut. Sita is beautiful, she should 
live in the golden palaces of Lanka as your queen, not in 
a hut with Rama.” 

Ravana thought of a plan to ave 
sister. 

He ordered his chariot drawn by white mules and went 
to his uncle, the wily Maricha, who could change himself 
into any shape he liked. 

-“Go to Panchavati in the form of a 
Ravana, “and play around Sita’ 
Rama to catch the golden deer 


g with pain and anger 
rother, Ravana, of the 


heard the story. “What 
man alone has killed all 


nge the insult to his 


golden deer,” said 


for her. Then you run away 
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s hut. Sita is sure to ask. 
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to another part of the forest, and Rama will follow you. 
When you are some distance away, shout to Lakshmana 
for help in a voice which sounds like Rama’s. When Laksh- 
mana goes to his brother’s aid Sita will be left alone. Then 
I shall disguise myself as a hermit and carry her away.” 
Maricha was afraid and un- 
willing, but Ravana was very 


| insistent, “Do this and I shall 
| reward you. Refuse and you 
shall die.” Maricha had no 


choice but to obey. 

When Sita saw the deer with 
a skin like gold set with jewels, 
she said she wanted it. But 
Lakshmana was suspicious. “It 
is only a rakshasa’s trick,” he 
said. “Pay no heed, my brother.” 

But Sita insisted, “Go, my 
Lord and if you cannot catch 
it, kill it with an arrow. It has a 
lovely skin.” 


In the end, unable to refuse her because she had 
suffered so much for his sake, Rama agreed. He took his 
bow and arrow anu said to Lakshmana, “Guard Sita. On 
no account leave hr alone.” He set off after the golden 
deer, which immediately took flight. 

This was exactly what Ravana had planned. When 
Rama saw that he could not catch the deer, he shot at it. 
As the arrow pierced his heart, Maricha, assumed his human 
form and in a voice which sounded like Rama’s cried, 
“Help, help, Lakshmana!” With these words he died. 

Rama immediately realised that this was a trick to get 
him away. He was filled with foreboding and hurried back. 

Sita had heard Maricha’s dying cry. She was terrified. 
“Go, Lakshmana,” she cried, “your brother is in danger.” 


Lakshmana replied, “No, that is only a ruse to get me 
away from here.” 


Sita got angry, “Do you want Rama to be killed?” she 
taunted him. 


Lakshmana was hurt and left he 


4 r saying, “Heaven 
knows what misfortunes await you.” 
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Ravana abducts Sita 


Te. akshmana was barely out of sight when Ravana ap- 

peared dressed like a hermit. Sita received him courteously. 

“Who are you?” asked Ravana. “Why are you all 
alone in this forest of rakshasas?” 

Sita thought that the hermit might feel insulted and 
curse her if she did not reply. So she told him who she was 
and why she was in a forest. 

“Who are you?” she ther asked. “Why are you wander- 
ing all alone in the forest « ` rakshasas?” 

“I am Ravana of Lan’ a, the King of rakshasas,” he 
replied. “Even gods tremble zhen they hear my name.” 
He added, “I want you to come to the golden city of Lanka 
and be my queen.” 

Sita was furious. “Lam Rama’s wife,” she said with 
pride. “Go away or you will bring ruin upon yourself.” 

But Ravana seized her and dragged her to his chariot. 
Sita fought him with all her strength and called for Rama 
and Lakshmana to save her. But they were too far away. 

The wicked Ravana lifted her onto his chariot and drove 
away. Jatayu, the great bird, a friend of Dasaratha, attacked 
Ravana. He had been asleep nearby and Sita’s cries had 
awakened him. He fought fiercely, breaking Ravana’s 
chariot, and killing his charioteer and mules. But Jatayu 
was old and no match for Ravana, who cut off his wings 
and left him dying on the ground. Ravana then flew south- 
wards with Sita held firmly in his arms. 


Sita realised that no one would now come to help her. 
She was filled with fear and looked around desperately. 
Her eye fell upon a group of five monkeys on a hill-top 
down below. She immediately flung down her scarf, anklets 
and jewels, hoping that they would pick them up. She was 
sure Rama and Lakshmana would soon come in search of 
her. If they met these monkeys and saw her jewels, they 
would know which way Ravana had flown with her. 

Soon Ravana reached Lanka. He turned to Sita and 
said, “Now choose, O Sita, whether you wish to rule in 
my golden palace and be my queen or wait for Rama who 
will never be able to rescue you from here?” 
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Sita replied with pride, “I 
am the wife of Rama. I do 
not want your wealth.” 
Ravana left Sita in the 
keeping of rakshasis. “Don’t 
harm her,” he ordered. “If 
she asks for clothes or jewels, 
give her the best. But don’t j 
let her meet or speak to 4 
anyone.” | 
Ravana returned to his 
palace and sent for eight of 
his strongest and toughest 
rakshasas. He said to them, 
“Go to Janasthana where 
the miserable Rama and 
Lakshmana live. Watch them 
carefully and as soon as 
you get the chance kill 
Rama.” ; 
Ravana returned to Sita 
and forced her to go round | 
his beautiful palaces and see À 
his splendid treasures with A 
_ her own eyes, He thought 
this might tempt her. But 
j when Ravana said, “Be my 
queen, Sita and all this will 
= be yours,” Sita spurned him | 
with scorn. | 
“Never. I am Rama’s 


wife. He will come and rescue me. He will kill you and 
destroy Lanka. You may kill me but I will never be your 
gueen.” 2 

These words enraged Ravana. He spoke harshly, 
“Listen, woman, I give you one year. If you still don’t 
agree, you'll be killed and cut in pieces and cooked for 
my breakfast.” 


With this Ravana stormed out ordering the rakshasis 

to take Sita to Ashokvana, the grove of trees, and keep her 
. confined there. “Don’t kill or harm her, but break her 
pride,” he said. 

So they tortured and insulted her in every way they 
could, but they could not make Sita change her mind. 

Meanwhile, half-way to the hut Rama met Lakshmana 
hurrying towards him. As soon as he saw him, Rama knew 
that what he had feared had happened. f 

He listened to Lakshmana’s story and said, “You 

“shouldn't have listened to an angry woman. Let’s hurry 
now.” 

When they reached the hut it looked so desolate that 
Rama immediately cried out, “Sita, Sita, where are you?” 
Except the sighing of the wind in the trees there was no 
reply. They searched high and low, calling Sita’s name. 
Stricken with grief, they went to all their favourite places 
in the forest. But Sita was nowhere to be found. 

Rama was beside himself with sorrow. 
return to Ayodhya?” he cried. 
Janaka?” He rushed from place t 
on the trees, the strea 
Sita was. 

Lakshmana could bear it no longer. 
this, Rama, you who are the ideal of all 
her and rescue her.” 

Their eyes fell on a herd of deer, whose faces were 
turned to the south. “Look,” cried Lakshmana, “they are 
trying to tell us something. They look up and then to the 
south. Sita must be in the south,” 

So they walked southwards and after a while they came 


“How can I 
“How can I face King 
© place, calling in despair 
ms and the rocks, to tell him where 


“Don’t grieve like 
men. We will find 
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upon a broken chariot, with the charioteer and mules 
lying dead. 

“There must have been a fight here a short while ago,” 
Rama said. “Look, this crushed garland of flowers is 
Sita’s! O heavens! The rakshasas must have devoured her!” 

They looked round and found the great bird Jatayu, 
lying on the ground with his wings broken. Rama rushed 


forward but Jatayu was dying. , 
“Who has done this?” asked Lakshmana. 


With difficulty Jatayu answered, “I fought with Ravana, 
the King of the rakshasas. He has taken your wife to the 
south.” Then he added in a weak voice, “I am glad I have 
seen you before I died.” With these words, the brave 
Jatayu died. 

The brothers performed his last rites sadly. “I am 
indeed unfortunate,” Rama cried. “I bring misfortune not 
only on myself but on all those who are my friends.” 

“This is no time for lamentation, my Lord,” said 
Lakshmana. “There is work to be done.” 

So they travelled southwards and on the way faced many 
dangers, but they always overcame them. The monster 
Kabandha attacked them. Kabandha had no neck and 
his head and body were one. He had one eye, protruding 
teeth and a tongue like a snake’s. He wrapped his long 
arms round his victims and having trapped them thus, he 
put them in his mouth. As Rama and Lakshmana struck 
him he asked them who they were. 

“Rama of Ayodhya and Lakshmana his brother,” they 
replied. “We seek Sita whom Ravana has stolen.” 

On hearing this Kabandha said, “My soul is now free 
of this vile body for I have seen Rama. Go to Rishya- 
mooka Hill near the lake of Pampa. You will find the 
exiled monkey prince Sugreeya there. He will help you.” 
And then Kabandha died. l 

“On their way to Rishyamooka they passed the hermitage 
of the sage Matanga. A frail old woman, Shabari, lived 
here alone. She had been a disciple of Matanga and had 
waited all her life to see Rama. She gave them food and 
shelter and took care of them. When they left the next 
morning, her work on earth was done and she too died. ' 
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Sugreeva and Rama 


M ai and Sugreeva were the sons of the monkey chief 
of Kishkindha. After his father’s death, Vali, who was the 
older of the two, became King and Sugreeva served him 
faithfully. But the two brothers quarrelled and Vali banish- 
ed Sugreeva from Kishkindha. With five of his follow- 
ers Sugreeva found refuge on Rishyamooka Hill. They 
lived there in constant fear of being pursued by Vali. 

Tired and worn out Rama and Lakshmana reached the 
lake Pampa. Sugreeva and his friends saw them from the 
slopes of the hill. 

“Look,” cried Sugreeva in alarm. “Not satisfied with 
banishing me from my father’s kingdom, Vali has sent 
spies to destroy me! Let us leave this place.” 

“No, my Prince,” said Hanuman, the chief among his 
friends. “Let me go to them dressed like a beggar and find 
out who they are. They don’t look like Vali’s subjects.” 
So Hanuman went to Rama and Lakshmana and begged 
for alms. “Help me in my distress,” he said. 

Rama answered sadly, “We seek help ourselves, my 
good man. Do you know Sugreeva of Rishyamooka. We 
need his help.” 

“Who are you?” asked Hanuman. 

Lakshmana replied, “We are Rama and Lakshmana, 
exiled sons of Dasaratha, who used to be King of Ayodhya. ` 
We seek Sita, Rama’s wife who has been taken away by 
Ravana, the King of Lanka. We need Sugreeva’s help to 
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rescue her.” 


The wise Hanuman said to himself, “Those who seek 
help, will in turn be helpful.” He led them to Sugreeva and 
introduced them. 

When Sugreeva heard their sad story, he said, “Why, 
I think we saw Ravana carrying off Sita. She was struggl- 
ing. She had a bundle in her arms from which she threw 
down her ornaments. We picked up some, perhaps you 
will recognise them.” 

When Rama looked at the jewels Sugreeva brought and 
saw that they were indeed Sita’s, he cried out in anguish, 
“O Sita, O my dear wife, I could not protect you when 
you needed me most!” 

Sugreeva comforted him saying, “Don’t grieve, my 
friend, I will destroy Ravana and help you to bring back 
Sita.” 


Sugreeva told his own story and asked Rama to help 
him defeat Vali and recover the throne. Rama assured 
Sugreeva that he would stand by him and help him. 

Sugreeva, however, was full of misgivings. “It isn't as 
easy to destroy Vali as you seem to think. He is mightier 
than the mightiest!” 

Rama laughed. To prove his strength he kicked the 
dead body of the monster Dundubhi far away, where it 
lay like a distant mountain. Then he took his bow and shot 
an arrow which went through seven sal trees in a row. 
Sugreeva was at last reassured and they made plans for the 
destruction of Vali. 

Rama said, “The only way to decide who should rule 
in Kishkindha is to challenge your brother Vali to single 


Sugreeva turned pale 
with horror. “But,” he 
stammered, “I thought it 
was clear that I was no 
match for Vali.” 

“I know,” said Rama. 
“But PIl be there to help 
you if your life is in 
danger.” 

So they went to Kish- 
kindha. Sugreeva went 
forward while Rama, 
Lakshmana and Hanuman 
remained hidden. 

Knowing help was near, 
Sugreeva became very brave. 
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He shouted, “Ho there my brother! If you have courage, 
come out and fight me. Let the better man win.” 

On hearing these words Vali rushed out roaring, “So 
you have dared to come back, have you? Very well then. 
Come on” ; 

Vali sprang at Sugreeva and the two brothers were 
locked in a deadly fight. Soon it became obvious that one 
of them was having the worse of it. Unfortunately, they 
looked so alike that Rama could not tell which of them 
was Sugreeva. He did not dare to shoot for fear of killing 
Sugreeva instead of Vali. Sugreeva, however, was no 
match for the valiant Vali and soon fled in panic. Vali did 
not pursue him. 

Sugreeva chided Rama for not helping him. Rama 
replied, “But the two of you look so alike I couldn’t tell 
you apart.” 

Lakshmana took a flowering vine and wound it round 
Sugreeva’s neck. “Go back and challenge Vali again. me 
time we'll recognise you.” 

So rather unwillingly Sugreeva went and called out 
Vali again. Vali was astounded by Sugreeva’s daring. He 


50 


rushed out and would have killed Sugreeva in no time, 
if Rama had not remembered his promise and struck Vali 
down with an arrow. 

Vali was grieved that the great Rama had opposed him. 
Leaving his son Angada in Rama’s care, Vali died soon 
afterwards. Rama placed Sugreeva on the throne and 
named Vali’s son Angada Crown Prince. So the family 
feud ended. 

Meanwhile the rainy season had begun and Rama’s 
expedition to Lanka had to be put off until the rains stop- 
ped. Rama refused to live in Kishkindha as Sugreeva’s 
guest because he had promised to live in the forest for 
fourteen years. 

Rama and Lakshmana spent the months that followed 
on the hill Prashravana. Hanuman became Rama’s most 


devoted follower. So the days passed and the monsoon 
was nearly over. But Sugreeva seemed to have completely 
forgotten his promise to help Rama rescue Sita. He was 
too busy with his royal duties and pleasures. Rama became 
anxious and unhappy. 

One day Hanuman approached Sugreeva and said, 
“Didn’t you give your word to Rama to rescue Sita? Where 
is your army, then?” ; 

Orders were given to summon the army. The rains had 
ceased and the sky was no longer overcast but Sugreeva 
was still absorbed in merry-making. At last Rama’s 
patience came to an end. Lakshmana went to Sugreeva and 
found him busy feasting. 

“Are you going to keep your word?” Lakshmana 
asked indignantly. “Or do you want Rama’s arrow to kill 
you as it killed Vali?” 

Sugreeva was alarmed. He asked Lakshmana to forgive 
him and assured him that the army had been summoned 
and that he would soon be ready. Soon the army collected 
and Sugreeva went with it to Rama. Rama said, “First 
send some of your best messengers to find out where Sita 
is. Then the army can follow.” 3 

Sugreeva selected a small group of his followers and 
put it under the command of Angada and Hanuman. 
Rama called Hanuman, for he was the best and most 
reliable of them. “Take this signet-ring and show it to 
Sita when you find her, Otherwise she may not trust you.” 
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Hanuman goes to Lanka 


$k anuman, Angada and their small group of followers 

left Kishkindha and journeyed southwards, searching every- 
where, collecting scraps of information wherever they could. 
At last they reached the southernmost tip of the land. 
The turbulent sea stretched in front of them with the 
island of Lanka beyond. 

They were tired and discouraged but Angada cried, 
“I shall not go back without news of Sita. I wọuld rather 
sit here and starve to death. Jatayu died serving Rama, so 
can we. Besides, my uncle Sugreeva will kill us if we re- 
turn without news of Sita.” 
ra | i As luck would have it, 
“from his perch on a hill 

behind them, Jatayu’s 
brother Sampati overheard 
him. He flew down at once. 
“Who are you?” he asked. 
“What do you know of 
Jatayu's death? I am his 
brother.” 

They told him ihe whole 
sad story and how they 
had come in search of Sita 
but had so far failed to find 
cher. 

Sampati then said, “But 
I know where she is. I saw 


Ravana carrying her over the sea to Lanka. You will find 
her there.” Angada, Hanuman and the others were very 
grateful. “You have only to cross the sea,” Sampati said. 
They were all startled. Cross the sea! But how? And who 
was going to do it? A 

Old Jambavan, their wise adviser, said, “Hanuman 
must go. Only he can jump across.” 

Hanuman stood up and looked round. He had to have 
a place from where he could jump. The beautiful hill of 
Mahendra stood nearby. It was the home of birds and 
beasts. Tall leafy trees grew on its slopes. 

Hanuman quickly climbed to the top. The rocky summit 
was just what he needed. He stretched himself to his full 
length and, planting his great feet firmly on the hard soil, 
he added greater force by pressing his mighty hands down 
on either side. Thus gathering all his strength, he leapt with 
such force that he was flung high up into the sky and over 
the sea. 

The Mahendra Hill trembled with the force of Hanu- 
man’s leap. Cracks appeared on its slopes, and from these 
fresh springs of water gushed out. Trees were uprooted, 
birds flew out of trees, and animals rushed about in fear. 

At last Hanuman landed on the island of Lanka. Not 
far off stood the golden city of Lanka, Rayana’s capital, 
surrounded by a deep moat and guarded by hundreds of 
sentries. Hanuman decided to lie low until night fell 
and people were indoors. After it was dark, he jumped 
over the wall and, moving silently, crouched on all fours 
so as not to be seen by the demons, he crawled forward. 

Before him lay the famous city of Lanka! Hanuman 


had never seen anything so splendid. There were wide 
54 


highways with rows of beautiful palaces on either side. 
He heard music and the tinkling of anklets of women 
dancing. Lovely perfumes filled the air. 

Ravana’s palace stood in the heart of the city, guarded 
by armed rakshasas. Hanuman looked no bigger than a 
cat as he slipped in unobserved. He wandered from room 
to room in the magnificent building. He had never seen 
such a display of wealth even in his wildest dreams. Men 
and women clad in beautiful silken robes and laden with 
rich jewels lay fast asleep. Hanuman went to the women’s 
apartments and looked at the faces of the sleeping women, 
but could find no sign of Sita. He even looked in Ravana’s 
own chambers and saw the great King and his wife Mando- 
dari surrounded by furniture and ornaments of diamonds 
and gold. But of Sita there was no sign. 

“There must be other places,” said Hanuman to him- 
self, “where she could be hidden.” 

Outside the palace walls, some distance away, stood 
Ravana’s pleasure gardens, Ashokvana. Hanuman jumped 
over the surrounding wall and found himself in a lovely 
garden. He felt sure that Sita was somewhere there. 

He climbed a tall tree with thick leaves, so that he 
could see without being seen. The moon had risen. In its 
light he saw a beautiful woman sitting on the ground close 
by. Her clothes were crumpled. her face was thin and pale. 
She was surrounded by rakshasis. 

“This is Sita,” said Hanuman to himself. “I can now 
go back. But how can I speak to her with all those dreadful- 
looking creatures around her? If I do not speak to her what 
shall I say to Rama? He is sure to ask me what I said to her 
and what she said when she saw the ring. And will any- 
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body believe me unless I take back some token from her?” 

Then Hanuman saw Ravana coming in a procession 
lit by torches. Ravana came up to Sita and said to her, 
“Be my queen, Sita, Rama will never come for you.” She 
scornfully turned her back on him. Ravana became mad 
with rage. “Of the year I gave you, only two months re- 
main,” he cried. “Then I shall take you to my palace by 
force and my cooks will cut you into pieces for my break- 
fast.” 

After Ravana had gone, the rakshasis surrounded Sita. 
They tried hard to persuade her to change her mind. “What 
a fool you are! Your Rama is a beggar! How can he come 
to Lanka? You should consider yourself fortunate that the 
great Ravana wants you for his wife. How dare you reject 
him!” 

But Sita turned round in anger and cried, “I shall never 
change my mind. You can do what you like with me.” 

At last they went away and Sita sat alone Weeping. 
Hanuman thought that this was the time for him to come 
down and speak to her. But Sita had never seen him and 
might be frightened. So he ‘sat on the tree, softly singing 
praises of Rama. 

Sita was surprised and looked up. “Who are you?” 
she whispered. 

Hanuman came down, touched Sita’s feet and showed 
her Rama’s ring. He said, “Be comforted, Mother Sita, he 
is coming soon to rescue you. I am his servant and I have 
come to get news of you.” z 

Sita asked him a hundred questions about her dear 
lord, but would not agree to cross the sea seated on Hanu-` 
man’s mighty back. “No, my son, if you are caught, there 
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will be no one to tell my lord where I am. Take this jewel 
from my hair and tell him, if he does not come in a month 
I shall die.” 

Hanuman replied, “Do not despair, my mother, he 
will surely come.” With these words Hanuman went back 
the way he had come. 

Meanwhile Angada, Jambavan and the other monkeys 
were waiting on the other shore in fear and anxiety, their 
eyes fixed on the sky. 

Hanuman came through the air, high over the waves 
and said, “I have seen Mother Sita and talked to her! We 
have no time to waste. Let us return quickly to Rama.” 

So they turned back at once. They leapt over rivers, 
crogsed streams, climbed hills and broke the branches 
of trees that obstructed 
their way. Finally they 
reached Kishkindha. Rama 
and Lakshmana could 
hardly wait for Hanuman 
to speak. 

Hanuman sat at Rama’s 
feet and gave him Sita’s 
jewel. “I have seen her and 
spoken to her, my Lord. She 
is well, but very unhappy- 
She lives in Ashokvana, 
guarded by the horrible 
rakshasis, who harass her 
night and day. She must be 
rescued in a month, or 
Ravana will kill her.” 


Rama’s yoice was shoe with emotion. He embraced 
Hanuman saying, “I have nothing to give 
my brave friend.” 

There was not a moment to be lost. Sugreeya’s army 
was ready and at Rama’s request he ordered them to 
march. In a short time they reached the shore and camped 
on the sands. Ravana’s watchmen saw their tents from 
their look-out on a high mountain and reported to Ravana 
that Rama’s army had arrived. Ravana called his Ministers, 
his advisers and the captains of his army to decide upon 
the course of action. The rakshasas were confident 


you in reward, 


i of their 
strength and were certain that they could destroy the 
enemy. “What can Rama do against your Majesty,” they 


said. “A beggar like him, with an army of borroweg 
keys. We can rout them in a day.” 
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But Vibhishana, Ravana's younger brother, said, “Do 
not take the matter so lightly, O King. You have done 
Rama a great wrong. Ruin will befall you and your king- 
dom if you don’t return Sita.” Ravana was so enraged 
when he heard this that Vibhishana thought it would be 
safer if he left Lanka. He took four companions and flew 
over the sea to Rama’s camp. 

Sugreeva saw Vibhishana first, and shouted, “Get 
ready, my men, a rakshasa is approaching!” 

Without a sign of fear, Vibhishana drew near and said, 
“I am Vibhishana, Ravana’s younger brother. -I advised 
him to return Sita but he was so enraged that I had to flee 
for my life. I seek audience with the lord Rama.” 

Sugreeva went to Rama and the other leaders and said, 
«He should not be trusted. He may have some evil design.” 
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“Let us test him first before trusting him,” Angada 
suggested. 

“Kill him! Kill him! He has come to destroy us!” some 
of the others cried. : 

Only Hanuman was not worried. “No, I think he can be | 
trusted. He has come in his own interest and probably 
wants to see Ravana defeated and himself on the throne.” 

Rama agreed, “I have vowed to help anyone who comes 
to me for refuge. Bring him here. I shall accept him even 
if he is Ravana himself.” 

So Vibhishana was brought before Rama and from 
that moment he served Rama faithfully. He gave Rama 
detailed information about Lanka and how the city could 
be approached and attacked. 

“Build a bridge over the narrow Stretch of water, my 
Lord, and let your army cross Over,” Vibhishana advised. 
Rama then promised Vibhishana that he would be crowned 
King of Lanka after they had 
succeeded in vanquishing Ravana. 

They started to build the bridge 
with rocks, stones, trees, sand, earth— 
whatever they could lay their hands on. 
In no time the bridge was ready and 
Rama’s army began to cross the sea to 
Lanka. A long-drawn and fearful battle “4 
began. One after the other the best À 
soldiers of both armies fell fighting. 
Ravana was overwhelmed with grief. 
The mighty Kumbhakarna, who slept 
for six months at a stretch and ate 
greedily when he woke, died on the | 
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battlefield. 

Then came the turn of Indrajeet the eldest, the bravest 
and the best of Ravana’s sons, whom no one could defeat 
—not even Indra, the chief of the gods. Indrajeet died at the 
hands of Lakshmana, who had managed to enter the 
private rooms of Ravana’s palace, by a secret passage 
revealed by Vibhishana. 

By the time the battle was over Ravana’s golden city 
lay in ruins. His best-loved son Indrajeet was dead. Beside 
himself with grief, Ravana rushed to attack Sita but was 
stopped by his ministers. “A man worthy of the name does 
not kill women. Challenge Rama,” they cried. 

So Rama and Ravana met face to face on the battlefield. 
Ravana’s eyes fell on Vibhishana who was fighting on 
Rama’s side. He cursed him for being a traitor and hurled 
the Shakti Bana, a magical weapon which could not failto * 


` kill, at him. 


Vibhishana would have been killed if Lakshmana ‘had 
not shielded him with his own body. The weapon struck 
Lakshmana down and Rama’s eyes flashed fire. Leaving 
Lakshmana in the care of the others, Rama faced Ravana. 

It was to be a fight to the death, a final battle of the 
forces of good against the forces of evil. The warriors on 
both sides put down their weapons and stood by watching. 
Never before had they seen such 4 combat. Both warriors 
fought bravely and with all the skill and Strength they had. 

In the end Ravana was killed. His rakshasas fled in 
confusion. Lanka surrendered. The monkey soldiers of 
Rama jumped and shouted with joy. Rama said to Vibhi- 
shana, “Give Ravana a funeral worthy of his greatness, 


my friend. I too shall attend it. There is no enmity after 
death.” 


Rama then called Hanuman. 
everything,” he said. 

Sita was overjoyed when the news of the Victory reached 
her. She wanted to meet Rama at once, But Rama had said 
that his wife must come bathed, perfumed and dressed in 
beautiful clothes and jewels. So Sita ot ready to Meet her 
lord. : 

“And what about these creatures?” 
pointing to the rakshasis who had torme 
I kill them all?” 

“No,” said Sita. “They were only obeying their master’s 
orders.” 

At last Rama and Sita met after a year of 
tion, grief and bloodshed. 


“Go to Sita and tell her 


asked Hanuman 


nted Sita. “Shall 
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Rama 's return to Ayodhya 


OW akena was now King of Lanka. He was devoted 
to Rama and did not want him to leave. 

“At least stay here for a while,” he implored. 

“No,” said Rama. “I have completed my fourteen years 
of banishment and Bharata is waiting for me in Ayodhya. 
If I don’t return in time, he will enter fire and die.” 

“Then let me go with you,” said Vibhishana, “and wit- 
ness your coronation.” 
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Sugreeva was also eager to go. So they all returned in 
Ravana's flying chariot, Pushpaka. They spent the night in 
the hermitage of sage Bharadwaj at Prayag. 

From there Rama sent Hanuman ahead to -prepare 
Bharata for their arrival. Rama said to Hanuman, “Watch 
Bharata’s face carefully and see if he is really pleased to 
see us back. He may want to keep the kingdom. Let him 
do so if that is what he desires.” 

But Bharata was overjoyed when Hanuman gave him 
the good news. He called all his stewards and ordered them 
to make arrangements for a grand reception. When Rama 
reached Nandigram a great welcome awaited him. Rama, 
Lakshmana and Bharata now cast away their hermit’s 
clothes and, dressed like princes again, went in a procession 
to Ayodhya with all their followers and friends. 

Once again beautiful Ayodhya was gaily decorated. 
Kausalya, Sumitra and Kaikeyi eagerly waited to welcome 
them, 

The people of Ayodhya almost went wild with joy 
when they saw Rama’s beloved face again. Soon after- 
wards, Rama’s coronation was held with great pomp and 
splendour. Rama gave away rich presents to all his people. 
He gave a beautiful necklace of gold to Sita, who gave it 
to Hanuman as a reward for his devotion and valour. 

Rama ruled wisely and well for many years. His name 
has come to mean a model of all the virtues. To this day 
Rama-rajya means a wise and just rule under which all 
men are happy and prosperous. 
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